
inc. rIKb 1 DINNER
cC3

FAMILIAR INCIDENTS
My Lost Opportunities.

other day I took a walk with

TUB real estate man. Out In tli'i
he leaned over the

wooden fence of an empty lot
and waved his hand at It.

'There's a lot." ho said, "that wo sold
last week for half a million dollars."

"Did you really!" I exclaimed.
"Yes," he said, "and do you know

that twenty-fiv- e years ago you could
have picked that up for fifty thou-
sand !"

"What," I said, "do you mean to say
that I could have had all that beauti-
ful grass and those mullen stalks for
fifty thousand dollars?"

"I do."
"You mean that when I was a stu-

dent at college, feeding on four dollars
a week, this opportunity was knocking
at the door and I missed It?"

I turned my head away In bitterness
as I thouKht of my own folly. Why
had I never happened to walk out this
way with fifty thousand dollars In my
pocket and buy nil this beautiful mud?

The real estate man smiled com-
placently at my grief.

"I can show you more than that,"
he said. "Do you see that big stretch
of empty ground out there past that
last fence?"

"Yes, yes," I said excitedly, "the land
with tho beautiful tar paper shack and
the withered cedar tree the one with-
ered cedar tree standing In Its lonely
Isolation and seeming to beckon "

"Say," he said, "was you ever In the
real estate business yourself?"

"No," I answered, "ibut I have :i
poetic mind, and I begin to see tho
poetry, the majesty, of real estate."

"Oh, Is that it?" he answered. "Well,
that land out there It's an acre and
a half was sold yesterday for three
million dollars!"

"For what?"
'Tor three million dollars, cold."
"Not cold!" I said, "don't tell me It
as cold."
"Yes," went on the real estate man,

' .mil only three years ago you could
' avu enrno out hero nnd had It for

sunn!"
"Tor a song!" I repeated.
Just think of It! And I had missed

WUh a voice like mine. If 1 hsi.l
Known what I know now I would havo
'ime out to that land nnd sung to It

II night. I never knew In the days
when I was content with fifteen dol- -
irs a week what n hidden gift my
"Ice was 1 should have taken up
nid singing and made a fortune out

uf it.
The thought of It saddened m all

"i way h. ine; and the talk of tho real
'ate man as he went made mo feel

tt l worse.
He showed tni n church that 1 could

have bought for a hundred thousand
and sold now at half u million for u
motor garage If I ,nd started buy-
ing churches instead of working on a
newspaper I'd hau been rich

There was a skating rink I could
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He showed me a church that I could have bought for a hundred
thousand.

have bought, and a theatre and a fruit
store, a beautiful Utile ono story
wooden fruit store, right on a corner
with tho darlingest Italian In It that
you ove saw. There was tho cutest
llttlo pet of a cow stable thai I could
have turned Into an apartment store
at a profit of a million nt the tlmo
when I was studying Greek and for-
getting it. Ohl tho wustcd opiwrtunl-tle- s

of life! '
And that evening when I got back

to tho club and talked about it at din-
ner to my business friends, I found
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that I had only heard a small part of
It.

Ileal estate I That's nothing! Why
they told mo that fifteen years ago I
could havo had ull sorts of things
trunk line railways sugar refinerUs,
silver mines any of them for a song.
When I heard it I was hair glad I
hadn't Bung for the land. They told
me that thcro was a tlmo when I could
havo bought out tho Federal Steel
Company for 120,000,000! And I let
it go.

The whole Canadian Pacific Hail- -
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way. they said, was thrown on the
market for tlfty millions. I left It
there writhing, and didn't pick It up.
Sheer lack of confidence! I see now
why these men get rich. It's their
3ne, glorious confidence that enables
them to write out a check for

and think nothing of It.
If I wrote a check like that I'd be

afraid of going to Sing Sing. Hut
they aren't, and so they get what
they deserve. ,

Forty-fiv- e years ago a man at tho
club told me this with almost a sob
In his voice either Rockefeller or
Carnegie could have been bought clean
up for a thousand dollars!

Think of It!
Why didn't my father buy them for

me, as pets, for my birthday and let
me keep them till I grow up?

If I hnd my life over again, no
school or education for me! Not with
all this beautiful mud and these tar
paper shacks and corner lot fruit

'Mores lying around! I'd buy out the
whole. United States and take a chance
a sporting chance, on tho rise In
values.

Under the Barber's Knife.
"Was you to the Arena the other

night?" mid the barber, leaning over
mo and speaking In hl confidential
whisper.

"Yes," I said, "I was there."
He saw from this that I could still

speak. So ho laid another thick wet
towel over my face before he spoke
again.

"What did you think of the game?"
ho asked.

Hut he had miscalculated. I could
still make a faint sound through' the
wet towels. Ho laid three or four
more very thick ones over my face
nnd stood with his five finger tips
pressed against my face for support.
A thick steam aroso about me. Through
It I could hear tho barber's voice and
the flick flack of the razor as ho
stropped It.

"Yes, sir," he went on In his quiet
professional tone, punctuated with the
nolso of the razor, "I knowed from the
start them boys was sure to win,"

"as soon as I
seen the Ice that night and seen the
getaway them boys made I knowed
It," fllck-flnc- "nnd Just as soon as
Jimmy got nholt of the puck "

This was more than tho barber nt
the next chair could stand.

"Him get de puck," he cried, giving
nn ungry dash with a full brush of
soap Into the face of the man under
him "him get ut dat stiff why,
boys," he said, nnd he turned appeal-Ingl- y

to tho eight barbers, who all
rested their elbows on tho customers'
faces while they listened to the rising
altercation! even the manlcuro girl,
thrilled to attention, clasped tight the
lumpy hand of her client In her white
digits and remained motionless, "why
boys, dat feller can't no more play
hockey than "

"See here," said tho barber, sud-
denly and angrily, striking his fist

emphatically on the towels that
covered my face. "I'll bet you 15 to
tl Jimmy can skate rings round any
two men In the league."

"Him skate," sneered the other,
squirting a Jet of blinding steam In
the face of the client ho was treating,
"he ain't got no more go In him than
dat rag" and he slapped a wet towel
across his client's face.

All tho barbers were excited now.
There was a babel of talk from behind
each of the eight chairs. "He can't
ska to"; "Ho can skate;" "III bet you
ten."

Already they were losing their
tempers, slnpplng their customers
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with wet towels nnd jabbing great
brushfuls of soap into their mouths.
My barber was leaning over my face
with his who.e body In another
minute one or the other of them would
have been sulllclenlly provoked to
have dea.t his customer a blow behind
tho ear.

Then suddenly there was a hush.
"The bos-- said one.
In another minute I could realize,

though I couldn't see It, that a ma-
jestic figure In a white coat was mov-
ing down the line. All was still again
except the quiet hum of the mechani-
cal shampoo brush and the soft burblo
of running water.

When he reached my face he looked searching! at it.

The barler began removing the wet
towels from my face one by one. He
peeled them off with the professional
neatness of an Kgyptologlst unwrap-
ping a mummy. When he reached my
face he looked searchlngly at It. There
was suspicion In his eye.

"Heen out of town?" he questioned.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Who's been doing your work?" he

asked. This question, from a barber,
has no reference to one's dally occu-
pation. It means "who has been shav-
ing you?" .

I knew It was best to own up. I'd
been In tho wrong, and I meant to
acknowledge It with perfect franknes-- .

"I've been shaving myself," 1 said
My barber stood back from me In

contempt. There was a distinct sen-
sation all down the line of barbers
One of them threw a wet rag In a
corner with a thud, and another sent
a sudden squirt from nn atomizer Into
his customer's eyes ns a mark of dis-
gust.

My barber continued to look nt nv
narrowly.

"What razor do you use?" he said.
"A safety razor," I answered.
The barber had begun to dash soap

over my face; but he stopped, aghast
at what I hnd said.

A safety razor to a barber Is like a
red rag to a bull.

"If It was me." he went on, beating
lather Into me as he spoke, "I wouldn't
let one of them things near my fac.
No, sir. There ain't no safety In them.
They tear the hide clean off you--Ju- st

rake the hair right out by the
as lie said this he was lllustrat-In- g

his meaning with Jabs of his razor
"them things Just cut a man's fact-al- l

to pieces," he Jabbed a stick of
alum against an open cut that he hail
made "And as for cleanliness, for
sanitation, for this here hygiene and
for germs I wouldn't have them round
me for a fortune."

I said nothing. I knew I had de-
served It and I kept quiet.

"Massage?" he said.
"No, thanks."
"Shampoo the scalp?" ho whispered.
"No, thanks."
"Singe the hair?" he coaxed.
"No, thanks."
The barber made one more effort.
"Say," he said In my ear, as a thing

concerning himself nnd me alone,
"your hair's pretty well all falling out.
You'd belter let nie Just shampoo up
the scalp a bit and stop up them
follicles or pretty soon ynu won't "

"No, thank you," I said, "not to.
day."

This was all the barber could stand.
In a second ho had me thrown out

of the chair.
"Next1" he shouted.
As I passed down the line of the

barbers I could see contempt III every
eye while they turned on the full cl.it.
ter of their revolving shampoo brushes
nnd drowned the noise of my miser,
able exit In the roar of machinery.
(Copyrluht, 1913, John Luov Com- -

pi Hi.)


